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Synopsis: The growth of crime and terrorism has led to a radical rethink of criminal justice. A new Europe-wide superstate has been agreed to as the problem has got too big for any one country to handle any more. The President of the new superstate (known as Europa) and his Cabinet agree that new laws are needed to tackle the problems of society, and new punishments too. This is the story of one of the new prisons for women offenders 

Chapter 9


After the execution of Korsakova, the next day seemed almost an anti-climax. I consoled myself with the thought that at least Poirier was still awaiting execution and no doubt other fems would arrive at Fotze Schloss to be eliminated from any role in life. At least I had some new prisoners arriving that very day, principally the witnesses who had testified on Poirier’s behalf at her trial for murder and given her false alibis for the killing of her husband.


At the appointed time, the prison van drew up. This time there were another sixteen cunts that required processing. Nine of them were the witnesses who had testified on Poirier’s behalf; the others had come from a range of sources. In the excitement of Korsakova’s execution, I’d forgotten to check the paperwork. Cursing myself, I buzzed Kathy.


“Sixteen new prisoners just arrived, Kathy,” I told her. “Run through their rap sheets for me quickly, will you?” “Of course, Sir.”


In a matter of seconds she gave me the bare bones of each prisoner’s crime and the just punishment awarded to them by the court.


The first nine to enter were all French, and had all testified on behalf of Poirier. I decided to leave them till last since I was already fairly familiar with the details of the case.

The other seven were more interesting, and a very mixed bag indeed. The first to attract my attention was a young girl, around 5ft 5inches, with flaming red hair. She had tits that I guessed at around 38B, and a very nice arse that I was looking forward to fucking soon. But it was time to begin the interrogation.

“Name?” I barked out. “Siobhan McDonough,” she answered, in a thick Irish brogue. “Age?” “19.” “19 what?” I challenged her. “19, Sir,” she reluctantly added. “Crime?” “Hit and run driving, Sir.” “I see. And what happened to the victim you hit?” “He had to go to hospital, Sir. But he’s all right now.” “No thanks to you,” I retorted. “And why didn’t you stop, McDonough?” “Well, the thing is, Sir, I just panicked. I didn’t mean him any harm. I just got scared and drove off.” “For all you knew, he could have died as a result of your reckless driving.” “Ay, he could, Sir, but he didn’t.” “That’s not the point,” I said firmly. “You have a clear statutory duty to report any accident to the police immediately. And you failed to do it. No wonder the court sent you here. What sentence did they give you, anyway?” “On the charge of dangerous driving, five years. On the charge of causing injury by reckless driving, ten years. On the charge of leaving the scene of an accident without reporting it, fifteen years.” “So your reckless behaviour has earned you a sentence of 30 years in prison, McDonough. Are these sentences concurrent or consecutive?” “Consecutive, Sir.” “And were there any conditions attached to your sentence?” “Yes, Sir,” she added, obviously reluctantly. “The court also ordered that I was to receive 50 strokes of the cane on me bare arse, and another 150 on places of the prison’s choosing, which I can guess where they’ll be going.” “And?”

She flushed with embarrassment, shame and perhaps even guilt as she answered my question, extremely reluctantly.

“The court also ordered that the man I knocked down should be flown out to the prison to witness my caning, Sir. And all the strokes were to be administered to me over the period of one week, Sir.” “OK, McDonough, stand in line and wait. I’m not altogether sure you’ve got the proper attitude even now. Next!”

The next in line was a beautiful Scandinavian girl. She had the classic Nordic features, tall, blonde, blue-eyed. I looked at her and again considered her to be quite eminently fuckable material.

“Name?” “Eva Svensson, Sir.” “Age?” “28, Sir.” “Crime?” “I was found guilty of money laundering, Sir.” “How much?” “Five million Euros, Sir,” she said quietly.  “And how did you manage to dispose of that much money, Svensson?” “I didn’t, Sir. I am innocent and was framed by my boss. He was the one laundering the money, not me. I was just, how do you say, a patsy?” “A likely story,” I retorted. “And what sentence did the court give you for your crimes?” “Twenty years, Sir, with hard labour.” “No doubt to teach you the value of honest toil,” I said sharply. “No other conditions to your sentence?” “No, Sir.” “Hm, that surprises me, in view of the large amount of money you stole. Didn’t they say how they expected you to repay the money?” “No, Sir.” “That’s very irregular,” I said, becoming angry with the girl. “I shall have to contact the authorities in your district and find out more about the specific details of your case. For the moment, stand in line with McDonough. Next!”

The next fem was a black girl that I also took an immediate fancy to. As she stood before me, I contemplated her huge tits and fat arse, and looked forward to sampling their joys in the very near future. Whether or not the girl knew what lay in store for her at Fotze Schloss, I don’t know. But she certainly stood proud and erect.

“Name?” “Veronica Smith.” “Age?” “32.” “Crime?” “Stealing cars.” “What sentence did you get for that?” “I was convicted of eight offences, and sentenced to a total of 12 years altogether.” “Consecutive?” “Yes, Sir.” “Any special conditions?” “No, Sir.” “All right, Smith, stand in line. Next!”

The next girl was Oriental looking, with tiny hands, a petite figure and the usual short stature. I don’t really go for that type of fem myself but I know Ken likes Oriental girls a lot so I expect he’ll be seeing a lot of her.

“Name?” “Kim Wong, Sir.” “Age?” “25, Sir.” “Crime?” “Prostitution, Sir.” “Sentence? “  “Ten years, Sir.” “Conditions?” “I must whore myself out every weekend for the duration of my sentence, all the money I earn going to pay for my upkeep in prison, Sir.” “OK, Wong, stand in line. Next!”

There were just three more girls to go and then it was on to Poirier’s witnesses. The first girl was striking rather than attractive, certainly not what I would have called beautiful. Still, she was young and fresh-faced.

“Name?” I asked her. “Monika Codreanu, Sir.” “Age?” “21, Sir.” “Crime?” “I am not sure, Sir.”

Now that was not only a first but genuinely intriguing. I gave her a hard look but it didn’t seem as if the girl was winding me up in any way. I decided to probe further.

“What do you mean, girl?” I asked her sternly. “Well, Sir, I was tried in Austria, and I wasn’t allowed a lawyer, and I don’t speak any German, and I wasn’t allowed an interpreter, or any kind of translation of the proceedings, so I really don’t know what I was accused of. I must have been found guilty I suppose or I would not be here now.” 

I stared at the young girl in total disbelief. I had never heard anything so absurd in all my life. Surely the courts in Austria had interpreters available to them?

“What is your first language, Codreanu?” “Romanian, Sir.” “You speak good English; perhaps the court should have given you their findings in that language. I must investigate this matter further. Stand aside for a moment. I’ll get a guard to take you to the holding cell. Something is very strange indeed here.”

There were two more fems in the group to be processed before I got to the witnesses for Poirier. The first was a stunningly beautiful Turkish girl. She was tall, full-figured and had lovely brown eyes and jet-black hair.

“Name?” I asked. “Asude Zafir, Sir.” “Age?” “27.” “Crime?” “I was found guilty of political offences, Sir.” “What do you mean?” “I was a lawyer in Istanbul, Sir, and I defended clients who wanted changes in the constitution of my country, or who were accused of other political crimes. When Turkey became part of the new Europa, the authorities had me arrested. I was charged with attempting to subvert the constitution, with feminist activities, and conspiracy against the State.” “And what sentence did you get for these crimes?” “”Ten years on the charge of attempting to subvert the constitution; fifteen years for feminist activities; and twenty years for conspiracy against the State.” “So you’ve been sentenced to a total of forty-five years in prison?” “Yes, Sir.” “Consecutive sentences?” “Yes, Sir.” “Any conditions?” “Yes, Sir. All sentences are to be served with hard labour.” “I see. OK, Zafir, stand in line with the others. Next!”

I then turned to the final female not part of the Poirier gang. She was older than the others, late 30s, I estimated, and only average-looking. Still, she had to be questioned all the same.

“Name?” “Adriana Dragonovich.” “Dragonovich what?” “Dragonovich, Sir,” she growled through gritted teeth. “Age?” “38. Sir,” she added reluctantly. “Crime?” 

She thrust herself forward aggressively when I asked her that question. For a moment I actually thought the bitch was going to be stupid enough to attack me.

“Crime?” she retorted. “I am no criminal. I am a Serbian patriot. During the terrible time when our beloved Yugoslavia was being torn apart by civil war through the wicked Croats and Slovenes and Bosnians, I fought for my country. My father was a general in the army, and I was a Captain. I fought with Mladic and Karadic and Milosevic and my father in the great war to save my country. I am of Kossovo; I fought to preserve the holy place of our beloved Serbia from the grasping hands of the Albanians with their dirty ways. But of course in war, people die. I killed many, many people. And one day the so-called War Crimes Tribunal caught me and brought me for what they called a trial. I was found guilty of what they called murder. But it was not murder at all. It was patriotism of the highest order. I am proud of the blood I shed on the battlefield during my country’s darkest hour. Others may have betrayed my Serbia, but never Adriana Dragonovich!” 

I looked at her in disbelief when she said that. In spite of my natural disgust at what clearly lay behind her words, I was impressed.

“So, Dragonovich, you went in for a little ethnic cleansing, did you? And a little torture and murder on the side?” “I murdered no one!” she shouted defiantly at me. “I only fought for my country. I killed the Albanians like you kill lice. And that is all that such people are. I am not ashamed of my deeds! Adriana Dragonovich holds her head high and shouts to the world, I am a Serbian patriot! Long live Serbia! Death to all those who would dare to fight against it!”

I shook my head in utter bewilderment. Well, I certainly hadn’t ever had a prisoner like her before. I assumed that she had been sentenced to death, but would have to look up her file to make sure. This mouthy bitch would only go on making speech after speech if I kept pressing her for details of her crime.

“OK, Dragonovich, never mind all that. What sentence did the court give you?” “Death, of course,” she said proudly. “But Adriana Dragonovich is not afraid to die that her country may be reborn. I am a Serbian patriot and…” “Shut the fuck up,” I said brutally. “Madam Ackermann, gag this disgusting mass murderer and take her to one of the condemned cells at once. Get her out of my sight. You make me sick, Dragonovich. You’re the living proof that patriotism is often the last refuge of a scoundrel! Fuck off, before I lose my temper with you!”

So Silke took her to Death Row, and I mopped my brow for a moment, not at all sure how I felt about things anymore. I had creeps like Dragonovich here in my prison as well as some girls who were almost certainly completely innocent of any crime and others whose offences were so minor that they really didn’t deserve to be here at all. The reality of evil was beginning to make me really hate my job. 

